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CH.  Light we our torches, my sisters,

and manfully girding our robes.
Gather them sternly about us,

and casting our mantles aside
On through the tents and the gangways,

and up by the tiers and the rows,
Eyeing, and probing, and trying,

where men would be likely to hide.

Now 'tis time, 'tis time, my sisters,

round and round and round to go,
Soft, with light and airy footfall,

creeping, peeping, high and low.
Look about in each direction,

make a rigid, close inspection,
Lest in any hole or corner,

other rogues escape detection.
Hunt with care, here and there,
Searching, spying, poking, prying,

up and down, and everywhere

For if once the evil-doer we can see/*
He shall soon be a prey to our vengeance to-day,

And to all men a warning he shall be
Of the terrible fate that is sure to await
The guilty sin-schemer and lawless blasphemer.
And then he shall find that the Gods are not blind
To what passes below ;
Yea, and all men shall know
It is best to live purely, uprightly, securely,

discover any man,, who unperceived by me, has perpetrated
this sacrilegious act,** or (9) " if we fail to detect him, yet
the gods will not leave him unpunished."
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